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" The Orthodox Greek God, batushko, and none other,"
contradicted the General, as red in the face as a turkey-cock

" Buddha," Mr. Kei said, and again dropped his lids, be-
coming the \ery counterpart of a dned-up mummy

Sir W OTatterney stood up agitatedly " Gentlemen," he
said, " kindly follow me "

Thereupon the diplomats again proceeded to the council
chamber At eight o'clock in the evening His Excellency,
General Buchtm, rushed out, purple in the face, and clenching
his fists After him came Dr Wurm, agitatedly arranging his
papers Sir W OTatterney, regardless of polite usage, came
out with his hat on his head his face was deep red, M
Dudieu followed him in silence Pnnce Tnvehno walked
away, looking very n/de, Baron Yanato at his heels with his
perpetual smile. The last to leave was Air Kei, with downcast
eyes, an exceedingly long black rosary sliding through his
fingers

This concludes the report which I. Sawitt published m the
He?old No official communication concerning this Confer-
ence was given out, except the one already mentioned relating
to the spheres of interest, and if any decision was taken it was
apparently of no great value For already, to use the familiar
gynaecological phrase, unforeseen events were shaping them-
selves in the " womb of history "

CHAPTER XXI

THE TELEGRAM

SNOW was falling in the mountains    All night through it had
come down in great silent flakes; nearly two feet deep of it lay